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BRACELETS! 


One day two girls came into my 
office and talked about the weather and 
what they were doing at school. But I had 
the feeling all the time that they wanted 
to talk about something else. 

Then finally one of them said, ‘““What do 
you think about bracelets?” 

“Well, now, Marjorie,” I said (of course, 
Marjorie wasn’t her real name), “what kind 
of bracelets do you mean?” 

“They’re identification bracelets,’ she 
said. “All the kids at school have them.” 

“I see,” said I. “What are they like?” 

“They’re gold,” Marjorie said. “Some of 
the teachers say they’re wrong, and I want 
to know what you think.” 

“Of course, Marjorie,” I said, “you know 
it doesn’t really make any difference what 
I think, or what the teachers think, or what 
anybody else thinks. It’s what the Bible 
says that matters, isn’t it?” 
























She nodded, and I asked her to hand 
me a Bible from the bookcase. I read two 
texts—1 Timothy 2:9, which says that 
women should “adorn themselves in modest 
apparel, ... not with . .. gold, or pearls, 
or costly array”; and 1 Peter 3:3, which 
says that women’s dress should “not be that 
outward adorning of . . . wearing of gold.” 

“But these bracelets aren’t just golden 
adornments,” Marjorie said. “They’re iden- 
tification bracelets. They have your name 


on them so if anything happens to you } 
people will know who you are.” 


“Is that so?” I said slowly, thinking. 
“How much of your name would be on 
them?” 

“Oh, Marjorie,” she said. 

“No address?” I asked. 

“No,” she said. 

“Then if anyone found your battered 
body somewhere, there would be no way 
for him to get in touch with your parents?” 

“Well,” she said. , 

“All they would know would be that 
you were Marjorie, and there are probably 
ten thousand Marjories in this city.” 

“Well,” she said again. 

“If the girls really wanted to identify 
themselves, wouldn’t dog tags be better?” 
I said. “Then they could have their full 
names, addresses, and phone numbers on 
them, and wear them under their clothes.” 

“Yes,” she reluctantly agreed. “But that 
wouldn’t be nearly so pretty.” 

“If prettiness is what we’re concerned 
with,” I said, “could these bracelets really 
be golden adornments after all?” 

She tried to dodge that one. “But what 
do you think about them?” she said. 

“It doesn’t matter what I think,” I re- 
peated. “It’s what the Bible says.” 

“Well, I’m going to ask someone else,” 
she said. “Thank you.” And the girls left. 

I’ve seen Marjorie many times since 
then, and every so often I glance quickly 
at her wrists. I’ve never seen a bracelet 
there. 

Marjorie decided that day to do what the 
Bible says, and I’ve thought very highly of 
her ever since. I am sure the Lord feels the 
same way about her, too. 


Your friend, 


. Wlrxisel? 

















NOT HEALED 


By P. E. WILLMORE 


} ges was a young African boy who lived 
many years ago about twenty miles 
from the city of Grahamstown, South 
Africa. 

His mother’s name was Sannah, one of 
his brothers was Dwendwen, and another 
was Xnumas. Strange names indeed, but 
not strange for Xasi, for he was a Xosa, and 
could click all the x’s in his mother tongue. 

But Xasi was a cripple. One of his legs 


was bent under him so that he could not 
walk. The members of his family had to 
carry him from place to place. How they 
wished someone could heal him! 

Then came exciting news passed along 
from mouth to mouth. An Indian by the 
name of Sequa was traveling through the 
country and claiming to be able to heal the 
sick and make the lame to walk just by 
touching them. To page 21 


Twenty miles along the dusty road Xasi’s mother carried him, hoping the man would heal him. 


ry = R 
Me A, Yyy vo AY) Ya) 


hcg, SL Ae ; 
SK \ 1" Weak ay RAY 
®* BA Wz 3 


LY SUBy/N 
\ y 


Syn WM + yy 


sa deeb Wngh iy 
y Wg 





AUGUST 8, 1956 / 3 











frightened till they noticed 


THE MESSAGE on 


Mother and the children were 


the HALF DOLLAR 


By IVY R. DOHERTY 


arrry stamped on a black cinder that 
fell on the front porch floor and stood 
looking at it with fear. It was a bad omen, 
she knew. The past winter had been the 
driest that the old folks in the valley could 
remember. And this summer had been the 
driest summer that the old folks could 
remember too. 

Now summer was almost at an end, and 
for a week or more the valley had been 
blanketed in bluish smoke from forest fires 
that had sprung up everywhere. Throughout 
the mountains, for a hundred miles distant, 
people had been losing their homes because 
of the fires. 

Loggers were not allowed to work in the 
woods because sparks from their saws might 
set new fires, or the loggers might be 
caught in a fire someone else had started. 

The smoke had been unpleasant, and 
Betty had heard that several people had 
been burned to death. She was quite dis- 
turbed by it all. But one thing had kept her 
happy. She had been quite sure that there 
would never be a fire around her own 
house. It would be impossible. Things like 
that might happen to other people, but not 
to Betty. 

Yet now, here was the cinder, and there 
another and still another falling on the 
porch. Betty sniffed with her face uplifted 
to the sky. This was not smoke blown all 
the way from California forests, as most of 
the other smoke had been. This was Oregon 


smoke, and too close to home for anyone 
to feel happy about, even though it smelled 
wonderfully of the pines. 

Then, across the valley, where the moun- 
tains stood proud against the sky, she saw 
a dark cloud of smoke billow high on the 
hot, parched wind. Those mountains lay to 
the south—and it was from the south 
that the wind was blowing! ; 

Mother came from the chicken house, 
where she had been doing her chores. She, 
too, sniffed the air, and caught absently at 
cinders as they fluttered by. Suddenly she 
stopped. She had seen something Betty 
had not noticed. Great puffs of smoke were 
rolling over the closest hill east of the house. 
Her face paled. That fire, she knew, could 
not be more than two or three ridges away 
at the most, for sometimes she could see a 
red glow burning at the base of the smoke. 

“O Mother, look!” Betty cried just then, 
pointing to the mountain in the west, just 
beyond the river. There was another fire! 

Betty gazed sorrowfully around her. She 
saw her home that had taken so many hard 
months to build. She saw the orchard, beauti- 
ful with pink and golden peaches almost 
ready to be picked. She saw the chicken 
house, with more than three thousand plump 
white chickens ready for the market tomor- 
row. And then she looked a little farther, 
and saw forest fires raging and hissing on 
three sides, spurred on to fury by a wind 
that was growing angrier every minute. 
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The thing that Betty had never dreamed 
possible had become grim reality. And to 
make everything even worse, Daddy was 
seventy miles away, with no idea that within 
a few hours all that he possessed in the 
world might be ashes, and his family home- 
less. 

Mother took Betty’s hand in hers, and said 
anxiously, “I wish Daddy were here.” They 
went into the house and found that Bob had 
just tuned in the radio, which from then on, 

bout every fifteen minutes, gave bulletins 
@: the progress of the fires. Calls were made 
for volunteers to replace exhausted men, and 
for people to supply refreshments or to 
render first aid to any who might need it. 

Later, there were reports of people who 
had had to evacuate their homes because 
their lives were endangered by approaching 
flames. 

Betty walked up and down, up and down, 
in and out of the house, back in and out 
once more. How could she stand still? What 
would she take if she had to leave home? 

At first she could not decide. Suddenly 


she realized that the things she valued most 
were not things at all—just people! The 
things she had once thought important 
didn’t really matter. The real values were 
the ones wrapped up in love. 

Mother went about her work, but it was 
very plain that her mind was far from think- 
ing what she was doing with her hands. She 
made periodic trips outside to note what 
was happening. 

Morning turned to afternoon. The heat 
became oppressive, the wind shrieked and 
howled. Sometimes it died to a whisper, 
then it came back with a roar, always 
stronger, always more dangerous. 

The fires on each side spread their octopus 
fingers closer and still closer. The wind 
made a wild rush. Peaches flew from the 
trees by the hundreds, windows blew from 
the chicken house, and roofing on the 
house flapped and banged, eventually tear- 
ing away and hurtling across the field. 

Mother told Betty and Bob to stay in- 
doors, for she must go to the chickens. They 

To page 19 


As Mother looked at the half dollar, Betty noticed a smile of hope spread slowly across her face. 
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JACK'S ADVENTURE 


By ARCHA O. DART 





CHAPTER 10: SPIRITS—OR WHAT? 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


One thing Jack didn’t want was to sit at home all 
summer with nothing interesting to do. He almost 
sneaked off to Texas with a friend so as to be sure 
to have a good time. Then Mr. Armstrong persuaded 
him to go to Macon County with three other academy 
boys to sell religious books, and thereby earn a schol- 
arship to pay his expenses at school next year. Jack 
soon found that being a colporteur was continual 
adventure. One never could be sure just what he would 
run into next as he went from house to house. 


ACK had come to that place in his can- 

vass where he stated: “This wonderful 
chapter is on “The Home of the Saved.’ 
Many people today are wondering whether, 
in the great hereafter, we shall be spirit 
beings in a spiritual world or real beings 
in a real world. This chapter tells what the 
Bible has to say about it, and not just some 
of the opinions of man.” 

“Oh, I know what we shall be after we 
die,” the elderly lady assured him. “We shall 
be spirits in a spiritual world.” 

Since the woman seemed so confident 
of herself, Jack thought that he would satisfy 
his curiosity a little by asking her some 
questions. “Do you believe that, as soon as 
you die, you will become a spirit and go 
right to heaven?” 

“I am as confident of it as if I were 
already there,” she replied. 

“What kind of food will you eat?” Jack 
questioned. 

“Oh, we shall eat only spiritual food and 
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drink spiritual drink. We shall not need 
physical food, for we will not have a physical 
body.” 


y. 

“What is this spiritual food and drink 
like?” 

“My dear boy, you are too young to under- 
stand such things, but it is the essence of 
psychogenesis, or cogitations on the me- 
tempsychosis of the divine-human.” 

These words were too tall for Jack to see 
over, but this did not stop him from asking 
some more questions. “About what size will 
you be in that spirit world?” 

“Size, did you say? Our spirits will be 
infinitesimally small. So small we need not 
try to think of size at all. Millions of spirits 
can dance on the point of a pin. For all I 
know I may have a billion souls resting on 
my finger right this moment.” Here she 
extended her little finger as if she were 
looking for them. 

“Suppose you have been wicked. What 
happens to you when you die?” Jack nex® 
suggested. 

“The wicked are sent to hell, and there 
they have all their sins burned out of them 
before they are taken to heaven. Everyone 
will get to heaven sometime. It may take 
the wicked thousands of years longer to 
reach it.” 

“Well, if the spirit is so small that mil- 














lions of them can rest on the point of a pin, 
it would not hurt them so much to be 
burned, would it?” 

Here the woman laughed. “You are as bad 
as my nephew, who wanted to know whether 
measles hurts a bigger boy more than it 
does a little one. He argued that the larger 
boy had more measles on his body.” 

“Just one more question,” Jack promised 
her. “If you and I are saved, will we recog- 

ize each other and remember this little 
@i we have had together today?” 

“No, indeed. We will not know our 
nearest relatives. I may float around my son 
for years and years, but he will not know 
me, and I shall never know him. All 
thoughts of the past will be forgotten.” 

“Pardon me, lady,” Jack hesitated, “but if 
we will not know one another, not know a 
thing about the past, how will we know 
we are ourselves? We might think we were 
someone else.” 

“I see, young man, you are entirely too 
young to think of these things yet. Only 
the most learned men can delve into sub- 
jects of this nature. I do not believe that it 
was intended for us to know everything 
about the future anyway,” she remarked. 

“If you do not mind, lady, I would like to 





relate a little incident that 
comes to my mind in con- 
nection with this thought. It 
is a story a man told me last 
winter while Mother and I 
were in Florida. It has made 
a vivid impression upon my mind and agrees 
with the Bible, as far as I can find out.” The 
lady readily consented, and Jack began. 

“Just before we left, Father reminded me 
to be sure to visit one of his old friends, 
C. B. Whitman, and give him his best 
regards. The first opportunity I had, I went 
around to his cottage on the Orlando Sani- 
tarium grounds to give him Father’s greet- 
ings. Through the open door of his cottage 
I could see him lying on his cot, where he 
had been for many months. The thought 
flashed through my mind, how discouraged 
I would be if I had to lie on a bed hour 
after hour, day after day, week in and week 
out, with no hope of ever being able to 
walk around again. I would just as soon be 
dead. I always enjoy thinking and planning 
some great work for myself. But if 1 were in 
Mr. Whitman’s condition, there would be 
no fun in planning. I could not hope to 
carry out my plans. 

“As soon as he was told who I was, he put 





Jack took a deep breath when a woman told him that life in heaven was the essence of psychogenesis, 


or cogitations on the metempsychosis of the divine-human—and began to tell her what it really will be. 
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out his hand and said, ‘I am so happy to see 
you. Your father and I were good friends. 
Sit down here, Jack, by my bed and let me 
tell you some of my plans.’ 

“I could not believe my ears. What could 
his plans be like, I thought. But before I 
could puzzle over it much more he began. 

“In a few more days I shall not be the 
trouble that I am now to these patient 
nurses. Someone will take me out to Green- 
wood Cemetery, where my old tired back 
can rest for a few days.’ 

“Dear me, I thought, what morbid plans. 

“But, he continued, ‘I shall not be there 
long. Soon all these wars, these terrible 
diseases, and these heart-sickening calami- 
ties will be stopped by the One who so loved 
us that He gave His life for us. Jesus with 
all the holy angels will appear right through 
that treetop over there in the east. Then 
the wicked people who have gathered to- 
gether to kill the righteous ones will cry 
for the rocks and the mountains to fall on 
them and to hide them from the face of 
Jesus. So long have they refused to listen to 
His tender call, they cannot greet Him in 
peace. 

“Jesus draws nearer the earth and lifts 
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His musical voice saying, “Awake, awake, 
awake, ye that sleep in the dust.” A little 
crack can be seen in this grave, another in 
that one over there, and another and another. 
Then all the graves of the righteous burst 
wide open, and angels standing by the sides 
of the graves will pick the righteous up in 
their arms and fly swiftly to meet Jesus. I 
wonder what my angel looks like. Oh, I 
shall be so happy to see him! All these 
years he has watched over me, shielded me 
from harm, whispered to me when I was 
tempted, covered his face when I disobeyed, 
and now here he is carrying me in his arms 
to meet Jesus. As I lie here day after day, I 
try to plan something to say to Jesus when 
I first see Him. I would hate to get there 
and have nothing to say to Him. Do you 
suppose we shall have to stand in line and 
wait until our turn comes or can we go right 
to Him as soon as we are resurrected? I 
wonder whether I will say the first word or 
whether He will. Do you suppose He will 
call me Charles or Brother Whitman, or do 
you suppose He will call me by my new 
name, and the angel will say, “That is your 
name. He is calling you now’? I wonder 
what my name will be. To page 14 
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THE WRIST-WATCH COMPASS 


FRIEND of mine had to use his watch 

to find the way back home recently, or 
he would have had to spend the night in 
the woods. I thought you might like to know 
how he did it. It’s a clever trick, and might 
save your life sometime. 

It seems that my friend’s hiking party 
was scouting around in a particularly dense 
part of the forest that day. My friend and 
two other boys had walked ahead a short 
distance when, looking back, they observed 
that the main body of the hiking party was 
out of sight. They searched the nearby woods 
for several minutes but failed to find any 
trace of their companions. The boys became 
very frightened, especially since the after- 
noon was growing late and the night 
threatened to be cold and damp. None of the 
























































By ALFRED K. ALLAN 


boys had a compass but my friend had 
remembered to carry with him several 
matches, which at least would serve to make 
a fire and keep them warm. 

That was when my friend set about turn- 
ing his wrist watch into a compass, a trick 
he had once heard about but never fully 
believed possible. 

He first took his watch off his wrist and 
held it horizontally. Then he took one 
of the matches and placed it upright on 
the rim of the watch’s crystal, as near as 
possible to the point of the hour hand. This 
done, he proceeded to turn the watch until 
the shadow of the match fell directly over 
the hour hand. South, my friend remem- 
bered, was exactly midway between that 
point and the number “12” on the dial. 
Once he knew where south was he could 
easily determine the other directions. 

He remembered the direction in which 
the group had set out from camp that 
morning. He now set a course that would 
take him in the opposite direction, and 
reasoned that sooner or later he would come 
close enough to the camp to recognize his 
surroundings. 

And so it was. After just a little traveling, 
one of the boys shouted, “I know where we 
are now!” 

Campfire was doubly enjoyable that 
night, for my friend and the boys realized 
that if it hadn’t been for the wrist-watch 
compass they might have been sitting out 
in the wild—cold, damp, alone. 


My friend found his directions by holding a match 
against his watch and then turning the watch till 
the shadow of the match fell along the hour hand. 
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By HORACE GATES 


PART 4 


el in the morning of our third day in 
the rugged country we heard a strange 
sound. 

“Mahoo! Mahoo! Mahoo!” 

“Hear that noise?” said Henry. 

“What is it? An owl, or a grouse, or 
what?” 

“Not sure. Maybe we can sneak up on it.” 

To say we were going to sneak up on it 
was easy, but to do it was something dif- 
ferent. To begin with, where was it? Henry 
was sure it was over there, and I was sure 
it was, well, over there, of course. The 
trouble was, our “over there's” were in nearly 
opposite directions. And naturally, the thing 
couldn’t be in two places at once, not unless 
it was twins. 

There was something eerie and almost 
scary about the noise too. It seemed to 
be everywhere, and yet nowhere. 

After “tuning in” from several different 
spots we decided upon a cluster of alpine 
fir trees. Quietly we made our way to it. And 
there, on a limb overhead, perched a big blue 
grouse. It looked us over nervously, puffed 
out the feathers on the sides of its neck until 
it looked as though it was swallowing an 
apple, and then began its mournful series 
of calls, which sounded as though its vocal 
organs had become crossed with those of 
a great horned owl and a homesick cow. 
With each “mahoo, mahoo, mahoo’ its 
feathers settled back into place a little until, 
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as it choked out the last bit of wind, we 
could see that it actually had a head above 
that neck. 

For a long while we watched it. Unhappy 
with our presence, it moved clumsily from 
limb to limb, getting a little higher with each 
move, but still impressing all wild creatures 
within hearing distance that two of the 
snoopiest things it had ever seen were stand- 
ing on their hind legs and looking at him 
with a pair of long black eyes that they 
passed back and forth to each other. 

We left him still telling all intelligent 
beasts that, though we were down on all 
fours part of the time, just as respectable 
animals are supposed to be, he just wouldn’t 
trust us too far, especially when we took 
those big eyes out of a case and screwed 
them onto our heads. 

Pulling ourselves at last onto a snow- 
blanketed crest, we sat down to rest and 
look. Before us on the northern exposures 
and in the deep gullies formed by them 
were continuous snow fields. A skiers’ para- 
dise—and we without skis. “Just think 
Thirty seconds, and we could be at the bot- 
tom of the canyon.” But about coming back 
up? We did not think about that. Not just 
then. 

“There he is! There he is!” Henry shouted. 

And he was. On the distant hillside a 
black object moved slowly among the snow- 
fields and meadows. We knew from the 





previous day’s experience that it was old 
bruin himself. Breakfast appointment was 
temporarily forgotten (to our later regret). 
We sat on our haunches and planned the 
attack. We were going to meet the bear 
backstage and get his autograph in our 
camera. There was something of a fearful 
thrill about the whole idea. 

Reaching a spot where the sun had melted 
the snow, and where the blueberries formed 
a welcome mattress, we dropped our weary 
bones into heaps. Just across the gully we 
saw our prize disappearing into a little 
meadow hidden by trees and shadows. Our 
hopes sank, but it was good to relax. We 
peered into the shadows with our glasses. 
At times we were certain we saw a bear, 
or even more. Then again we were sure that 
what we saw were only stumps. 

“Wait a minute! Who said we were 
going to get whose autograph? Mr. Bear is 
a Mrs., and she has two cubs!” 

Henry grabbed the glasses. “Sure enough.” 

What fun we had for half an hour watch- 
ing them as they emerged into the sunlight 
and meandered across the same hillside where 
we had seen old bruin the day before. Mrs. 
Bear ambled slowly along while the little 
cubs, one black and 
one brown, romped, 
wrestled, and ate, los- 
ing themselves often 
in the rank meadow 
growth. 

“Are you game, 
Henry? Shall we go 
visit them?” 

Having done that 
very thing on an- 
other occasion sev- 
eral years before and 
suffered no unfortu- 
nate experience other 
than peering unex- 
pectedly at close 
range into the eyes 
of another Mrs. Bear 
(but not for long), 
I had a certain 


If you don’t think that 
was rugged country, just 
notice the way some of 
us looked when we came 
to the end of our hike! 


amount of confidence that 
all would probably go well 
this time too. And if it 
didn’t, well, why bring that 
up now? 

The bears, having turned 
their course toward the starting point, would 
soon reach a long narrow thicket. We would 
meet them there and let them sign on the 
dotted line. Minutes later we were in the 
thicket. The trouble was, the bears had gotten 
there first. 

But where? The woods was damp and 
shadowy. For some reason, which I'll leave 
you to guess, we almost wished we were 
back on the huckleberry slope with the 
warm sun smiling on us, and that we were 
watching the whole thing through “screwed- 
on eyes.” 

Slowly, and as silently as possible, we 
made our way through the thicket with the 
camera and reverse gear all set for instant 
action. Black bears are usually only too 
glad to go the other way unless they have 
cubs; then your guess is as good as mine, 
and one can’t be sure of guessing right. 

“There she is!” exclaimed Henry in a 
muffled whisper. 

































OOPS, THERE’S SOMETHING WRONG HERE! 
By HARRY BAERG 


There are at least seventeen things wrong in this picture, like mixed-up 
feet and tails and flowers. 





Find as many as you can, then check the list on page 21. 
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A black form emerged from the thicket 
into a meadow, followed by two roly-poly 
cubs. We had missed the backstage auto- 
graph (probably a good thing), but we 
were in time to see the family leave. It is 
hard to say how long we could have 
watched them if it hadn’t been for my 
foolhardy desire to have a look through the 
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AT GRANDMA’S HOUSE 


By NONA KEEN DUFFY 


When I am at my grandma's house 
There are always things to do; 

| help my grandpa mow the lawn, 
To keep it green and new. 


crack the nuts and pick them out, 
And help my grandma bake; 

read the recipe and mix 

Some gingerbread and cake. 


set the table when | can, 

And tidy up each day; 

make my bed and dust my room 
And put my clothes away. 


clear the table after lunch 
And wash and dry the dishes; 
run the vacuum sweeper, too, 
Whenever Grandma wishes! 


CL I a I 


spare eyes. It was either the glint of metal 
or the movement or an air whiff that did it. 
But two beady eyes suddenly met ours, and 
in a split second that slow-moving, lumber- 
ing beast had turned into greased lightning, 
with two cubs playing hopscotch close at 
her heels. 

With no picture but a memory which can 
never fade, we turned toward camp. Sud- 
denly we realized that we were so hungry 
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we could eat a bear alive and so tired we 
couldn't catch one if it were dead. 

Two hours later we fell into a deserted 
camp too tired to eat. Yes, it was our camp. 
The soup can hung over the dead coals, but 
the packs and the other campers were gone. 

Another hour passed as we wearily 
trudged down the mountains. Then there 
was a dull thud as our two packs hit the 
truck bed. The advance guard (pardon the 
slip, the deserters, as Henry and I called 
them) had been waiting at the truck since 
10 A.M. It was now two o'clock. They a 
had their tales to tell, the top one being 
that Pete’s pack was now at the bottom of a 
hundred-foot cliff. Henry and I quickly 
counted noses. Yes, all were with us. About 
the pack. It’s still “up there, down there,” 
wherever that is. Maybe some of you will 
find it! 

Fifteen minutes later, down on the high- 
way, we looked up. There it was, high 
above us, Church Mountain. Three days of 
sweat, fun, and thrills—rugged country for 
rugged men. 


Jack’s Adventure 
From page 8 


““After the righteous dead have been 
raised, all the saints will “be caught up 
together with them in the clouds, to meet 
the Lord in the air: and so shall we ever be 
with the Lord.” You will be living when 
Jesus comes unless you are killed or die of 
some disease. You are just a boy, and Jesus 
will come before you see old age. 

““After the last righteous person has been 
caught up to meet Jesus, we start on that 
thrilling, dashing journey. It will take us 
seven days—a whole week—to make that 
journey. I have taken many a trip in my 
day as a singing evangelist, but nothing 
have I had to compare with this one. Every- 
one who likes to go fast will have all the 
speed he will want then. We will shoot 
through that vast open blue, not at sixty 
miles an hour, or one hundred, or a thou- 
sand, but at the staggering rate of more 
than 670,000,000 miles an hour. No, wait a 
minute, that is not it, for that is just about 
the speed of light. It takes light, traveling at 
that bewildering rate, every second of the 
time in four years to come to us from the 
nearest star. If we are to go far, far beyond 
this first star in seven days—oh, it makes me 
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dizzy to think of the speed we will make! 
We will look out into space and see this 
planet and that sun. Maybe we will wave 
to the people as we whiz by them. I imagine 
that all these worlds and suns with their 
beautiful colors and tints look like a 
glorious flower garden. I am thrilled as I 
look out from my window at night here to 
that open space in Orion, the broad highway 
that all the righteous ones will go through 
on their way to the pearly gates. 

““T would like to know one thing, will I 
see a man walking around and know that 
he is David or Paul or Joseph, or will I go 
up to someone and say, “My name is Whit- 
man. I lived during the days of the twentieth 
century, right after the time the stars fell 
and all the wonderful inventions made their 
appearance. What is your name?” 

“‘Oh, I have a lot of questions stored up 
to ask some of those good old men myself. 
I want to ask Jonah how he felt as he was 
sliding down that whale’s throat and 
whether he could see how it looked inside 
or not and what that whale did after Jonah 
was landed on the shore. 

““After we have shot through space for 
several days, we will begin to slow down. 
Soon we notice that we are drawing near a 
planet. Jesus explains that we are to spend 
the Sabbath here. The people give us a 
heavenly welcome. They show us the beau- 
ties of the place and invite us to feel at 
home. I wonder whether we shall have Sab- 
bath school, and if so who will be the 
superintendent, and who will be the teacher 
of my class. My, wouldn’t it be grand to 
have Paul as my teacher the first Sabbath! 
I would like to have him explain some of 
the texts he was inspired to write. Then the 
people will show us the long table loaded 
with all kinds of good things to eat that 
they have gathered just for us. What a 
dinner it will be! What do you suppose we 
shall do Sabbath afternoon? Maybe the 
people on that planet are practicing now 
to give us a musical concert. If they are, I 
certainly want to be there on the front row 
to hear it. 

“When at last we reach heaven, Jesus 
will open those beautiful, dazzling gates 
and tell us to enter. | wonder what street my 
house is on. You see I have some property 
in that city. I inherited it. Here in my Bible, 
which I keep right by my bed, I read in 
Ephesians 1:11: “In whom [Christ] also we 
have obtained an inheritance.” And in 


Romans 8:16, 17: “We are the children of 
God: and if children, then heirs; heirs of 
God, and joint-heirs with Christ.” A woman 
came in to see me yesterday, and she was 
telling me that her uncle had made her his 
heir to a_ beautiful fifty-thousand-dollar 
home in Miami. Her face was all aglow 
when she was talking to me about this 
wonderful gift. She showed me a picture of 
it and began to tell me what she was going 
to do with that home as soon as it was really 
hers. She was telling everyone she saw about 
it. In fact, she was talking about it all the 
time. She is not going to let anything come 
up to keep her from getting that place. Some 
of the other relatives may try to keep her 
from getting it, but she is not going to be 
caught napping. 

““Of course I had to tell her that my 
Elder Brother had made me an heir to one 
of His mansions in New Jerusalem. I 
showed her the will, which reads: “In my 
Father’s house are many mansions: if it 
were not so, I would have told you. I go to 
prepare a place for you. And if I go and 
prepare a place for you, I will come again, 
and receive you unto myself; that where I 
am, there ye may be also.” You see this 
Elder Brother of mine built this house just 
for me. If I accept it, it will be mine forever. 
If I make light of this offer and treat it as 
Esau did his birthright, this mansion of 
mine will be given to someone else. For 
fear someone will try to take this home 
away from me or cause me to become so 
interested in other things that I will neglect 
to attend to this business, He has told me to 
watch. | told her that I did not intend to be 
caught napping either, for I wanted this 
mansion. 

“I wonder who will be my next-door 
neighbor. Do you suppose you will be the 
one? Anyway, it will be someone that I 
have loved here on this earth, or at least 
it will not be someone I have hated. I fear 
I would never have the chance of living by 
anyone if I hated someone here. 

“One day, Jesus will say to me, “Get 
ready, Whitman, tomorrow we shall go 
back to earth.” Bright and early we all 
start down, down, down to this old, for- 
saken earth. As we draw close, the light 
from Jesus is reflected against it and we 
can see tumbled-down buildings and over- 
turned mountains. What a contrast with the 
glories of heaven! Not a flower can be seen, 
not a twitter heard from a bird, not a rustle 
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of the leaves—all is death and destruction. 

“Jesus then calls to the wicked who are 
in their graves and to those who have not 
been buried to come forth. There is a little 
crack seen over there, another one here, and 
one there, and all around. Soon the whole 
earth seems to be covered with millions of 
poor, deformed, haggard people. Oh, what 
a pity they did not obey God and let Him 
save them from all this terrible experience! 
Jesus pleaded with them, oh, so many, 
many times! But some were putting it off 














You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


Reports of Faith 


By SYLVA HARPER 


All references are to the great faith chapter, 
Hebrews 11. 


ACROSS 
DR I ction offered unto God a more 
excellent sacrifice.” (Verse 4.) 


2. “By faith they passed through the Red Sea 
sossoisteceiocecaas by dry land.” (Verse 29.) 

3. “By faith Noah, . . . moved With oc. ccn : 
prepared an ark.”’ (Verse 7.) 

4. “By faith he sojourned in the land of promise, 


>a 2 Oe Wee Re OD ORO once .. promise.” 
(Verse 9.) 
i gees , when he was born, was 


hid three months of his parents.” (Verse 23.) 
10. “By faith Isaac blessed Jacob and ......ccccocsn 


concerning things to come.” (Verse 20.) 
DOWN 
Be TN TR pes eattsiccecaesairn , when he was called to 
go, .. . obeyed.” (Verse 8.) 
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wrath of the king.” (Verse 27.) 
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until another day to accept Him, some were 
not willing to study His Word to find out 
His requirements, and some thought it 
didn’t matter so much after all. 

“"We see that some are much taller than 
some of the others. One of the angels points 
to one man and says, “That man with that 
peculiar mark on his forehead is Cain, the 
first murderer.” Again the angel will point 
out another and say, “That haughty man 
with that sneer on his face was one of the 
professors of science who laughed “@ 


5. “By faith Abraham, . . which he should 


ae for an inheritance.” (Verse 8.) 
6. “By faith Moses, . . . refused to be called 
ee ee. ’s daughter.” (Verse 24.) 
8. “Who through faith cnmmue kingdoms.” 


(Verse 33.) 

9. “By faith Abraham, when he was tried, ................ 
wcinrcecue OD Wane. (Verse 17.) 

ie Re erernonen , as seeing 
him who is invisible.” (Verse 27.) 


Guess Who 
By MARY J. VINE 


Five loaves among five thousand, 
Was ever feast so small? 

And yet, we read, "twas ample 
Enough to feed them all. 


Five loaves and two small fishes, 
A gift from a little boy; 

But on that sweet, cool evening, 
They brought five thousand joy. 


Who was it—Now, who can tell me, 
Who did this wondrous thing? 

Who was it took one boy’s dinner, 
And made five thousand sing? 


See John 5:5-14. 
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taunted Noah so much before the Flood 
came. This learned man had proved times 
without number that it was impossible for 
water to come down out of the sky. That 
man trying to hide behind that large rock is 
Judas, who betrayed his Lord for thirty 
pieces of silver. He is ashamed to see Jesus 
now. The man near him is Pilate. There 
goes that cruel Nero, who killed so many 
innocent people. Do you know that man?” 

the angel will say to me. “He was your 
Q@ isnt: for a long time, but you didn’t say 

much to him about being saved. Yet you 
talked to him nearly every day about some- 
thing. There he is now out there.” Oh, I 
hope that will not be my case.’ 

“Here Mr. Whitman stopped. A cloud 
was over his face for the first time since I 
had entered his room. He seemed to be 
thinking. But he continued: 

“I sometimes wonder whether I am 
doing all that I can to warn everyone 
around me. I do not want to see anyone 
lost. 1 want you to be in that beautiful city 
with me. Don’t allow Satan to cause you to 
sin. I hope the good man who nurses me will 
be there too. 

“Next we see Satan disguise himself 
and walk around and talk with some of the 
men. They gather in council. They point to 
the city. These men leave the council meet- 
ing and hurry around to tell something to 
others. Soon everyone is in a great hustle 
and bustle, getting ready for war. When, 
after a long time, the guns and everything 
are ready, that countless multitude begins its 
military march up to the city, New Jeru- 
salem. Satan is leading the host. Just before 
he gives the command to fire, they are at- 
tracted to something going on above the 
city. 
“Tt is the greatest picture show that ever 
has been, or ever will be, seen. Everyone, 
the good and the bad, will see it. Everyone 
will see himself in it. From the time Adam 
fell to the time Christ came the second 
time, all things are revealed. The people can 
see just where they turned aside from the 
plain word of God, or where they accepted 
Him. Then fire comes down and begins its 
thorough work of purifying the universe 
from sin. Those who have not allowed 
Jesus to take sin out of their lives will be 
burned up with their sins. Satan, who has 
to bear his own sins and all the sins that he 
has caused the righteous to commit that they 
have confessed, will burn for a long, long 


time. But at last the fire dies down, the 
embers cool off, and the smoke vanishes 
from our sight. The wicked are now gone 
forever. The cruel reign of sin is over. 

““Now the next scene is what I am inter- 
ested in. Many a time I have wished that 
I could have been a little bird or something 
around when Jesus spoke this world into 
existence. Now I shall have the privilege of 
seeing just how Jesus created this earth in 
the beginning. He will speak; and there the 
earth will be formed into a perfect shape 
with rolling plains, graceful rivers, and 
majestic mountains. Again He speaks; and 
it is covered with living green grass, delicate 
flowers, and lofty trees. My, how beautiful 
everything will look! I wonder whether He 
will take seven days to re-create this world, 
or whether He will finish it in one day. I 
imagine watching Him create this world 
will be something like watching an artist 
paint a picture. We see nothing but the can- 
vas at first. After a while he makes some 
marks, and there is a tree, a flower, a house 
—the picture is there. But when Jesus 
speaks we can see the earth moving and 
taking on a beautiful form. 

“"By and by Jesus will come around and 
say, “Whitman, come with me. I shall show 
you your country estate.” You see we shall 
have two homes in that land. One will be 
in the city that was built by Jesus, and the 
other will be in the country that will be 
built just the way we want it ourselves. 

“‘T have many plans in mind for my 
house. And I like to plan what kind of 
fruit trees I shall have. Look at this little 
blueprint that I have made of my farm on 
the new earth. This is my apple orchard; 
my peaches will be here; the cherries, pears, 
and plums right here; my oranges, lemons, 
grapefruit, and bananas will be over in this 
part; in this section I want to plant some 
pecans, walnuts, Brazil nuts, and hickory 
nuts; this place will be my pasture, or park, 
for my pet lions, deer, bears, elephants, 
kangaroos, and ponies; this round drawing 
is my mirror lake for my pet fish; of course 
the birds of all kinds and colors will find 
plenty of places to sing and sun their 
feathers in this majestic grove. 

“Now I see that I must stop talking. My 
throat is getting dry,’ he said. ‘But I want to 
say one more word to you before you have 
to leave. There you are sitting there in that 
chair, and I am here on this bed: Right now, 
I want to invite you to come to see me 
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“Look up, and lift up your heads; 
for your redemption draweth nigh.” 


Luke 21:28 
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when I get this farm arranged, and you are 
settled in yours. I want you to come and 
spend the day with me. I promise you right 
now that you can eat anything you want. 
You will find that everything grown on that 
land will be delicious, I assure you. So, if 
ever you are tempted to feel discouraged or 
blue or feel that Satan is hard on your track 
or if you have had to go without a few meals, 
as no doubt you will before the end of time, 
remember that you have an invitation to 
take dinner with me on the new earth.’ 

“Lady,” Jack said, looking straight at the 
woman, “I want to accept this invitation. 
But Mr. Whitman is not the only one who 
has invited us to take dinner with him. 
Jesus, in His loving letter to us, has said, 
‘To him that overcometh will I give to eat 
of the tree of life, which is in the midst of 
the paradise of God.’” 

All the while Jack was telling this story 
the woman was sitting still, looking down 
at the floor. When he had finished, she said, 
“I believe I'll order one of those books.” 


(Next time: “The Last Week”) 


Message on the Half Dollar 
From page 5 


were racing wildly in panic from one end 
of their house to the other, piling up on 
each other, and shrieking frantically. But 
before she went, she took the children into 
the living room and prayed to God that if it 
could be His plan for them, that their house 
might not burn, and that the chickens should 
be safe. 

The children stood at the living-room 
window, watching peaches fly and the brave 
trees bending to the gale. Mother stayed in 
the chicken house. There was really very 
little she could do, but she felt better, just 
being there, for she thought that her pres- 
ence might at least be a little reassuring to 
the frenzied chickens. With every renewed 
blast the end of the chicken house would 
sway in, and Mother felt sure that at any 
moment the whole structure would collapse. 

All this time the fire across the river had 
been progressing rapidly down the side of 
the mountain. The river, because of the past 
dry seasons, was not very wide. Could the 
sparks and cinders jump it? And all the 
while the other fires had been coming closer 
too. 


Neighbor children ran into the house, 
crying. Bob said, “Don’t cry. We've asked 
God to keep us safe. Everything’s going to 
be all right.” The children stopped crying 
and looked curiously at Bob. Their own 
mother had not told them it would be so, 
but maybe there was something in what 
Bob had said. They'd see! 

Mother emerged from the chicken house 
at last. She was very white and very tired. 
“Come with me while I go to the neighbor's 
to put in a telephone call to Daddy,” she 
said. She felt now that she would be too 
tired to do very much more without Daddy's 
help. Unfortunately, she found that the 
telephone was dead. And it had reason to be. 
Along the river road many trees had been 
uprooted by the gale and had fallen across 
the telephone lines. 

If Mother wanted to reach Daddy, she 
would have to walk to town, for the river 
road was so obstructed that no vehicle 
could get through that way. The only other 
way would be through the Thompsons’ 
property, and there were several reasons 
why Mother wasn’t anxious to walk that 
way. 

On the Thompsons’ property grew many 
old, large oak trees, and the wind was still 
wild enough to tear off limbs and uproot 
even stalwart trees. There was also another 
reason, maybe the chief one. In that pasture 
grazed sleek Hereford cattle, among which 
roamed Lucifer, the bull. His roar was 
enough to shiver the timbers of the bravest 
heart! The prospects on every hand were dis- 
quieting, but the telephone call had to be 
made, and obstacles, therefore, had to be 
ignored. 

Across their own field Mother and Betty 
and Bob started. Mother felt in her change 
purse, just to make sure she had the right 
coin to use, for she would have to make her 
call on a public telephone. She drew out a 
half dollar. 

Suddenly, as Betty watched her mother’s 
face, she saw a smile gradually stretch across 
her lips. She could hardly believe it— 
Mother smiling in the midst of all this 
strain and fear! 

“What is it?” she asked. “You haven't 
smiled all day!” 

“It's something on this half dollar,” 
Mother stated happily. “I never noticed it 
before. It says, ‘In God we trust.’” 

“Let me see, Mother,” pleaded Bob. “I 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


lf you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


14. 21 Harrison Street, 
Victoria, Australia. Photog- 


Robert Chelberg, age 
Mitcham, Melbourne, 
raphy, stamps. 

Howard Swenson, age 14. 1321 West 20th Street, 
Merced, California, U.S.A. Stamps, music, clarinet, 
short-wave radio. 

Wanda Barnes, age 12. 201 South Sixth, Garden 
City, Kansas, U.S.A. Sports, collecting handker- 
chiefs. 

Earlene Sloan, age 13. Pierceville, Kansas, U.S.A. 
Sports, collecting photos. 

Jon Cronin, age 12. Pierceville, Kansas, U.S.A. 
Drawing, riding horses. 

Bobby Sims, age 12. Pierceville, Kansas, U.S.A. 
Swimming, farming, riding horses. 

John Battin, age 12. Pierceville, Kansas, U.S.A. 
Riding horses, farming. 

Saundra McGehee, age 13. Pierceville, Kansas, 
U.S.A. Sports, riding horses, reading. 

Don Sims, age 14. Pierceville, Kansas, U.S.A. 
Sports. 








knew it said that, but I hadn’t ever thought 
very much about it.” 

Bob squinted his eye and repeated, “In 
God we trust.” He acted as if he were seeing 
a half dollar for the first time. He handed it 
to Betty, and she, too, read the message on 
the half dollar, “In God we trust.” 

The three walked on in silence, each 
with his own thoughts. Finally Bob spoke. 
“We might have faith to believe God would 
not let our house and chickens burn, but on 
the other hand, He might think the experi- 
ence of losing everything would do us good.” 

“That is just it,’ Mother remarked. “Trust- 
ing God completely means that we know in 
our hearts that come what may, God will 
eventually work out all things for our good, 
and whatever does come, if we relate our- 
selves aright to the experience, He will 
make better people of us, even if those ex- 
periences seem to be cruel and unjust.” 

“I have always thought,” said Betty, “that 
when you trust God, He will let only the 
nice things happen to you.” 

“No, that is not at all true,” Mother told 
her. “Sometimes great catastrophes over- 
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take those who love and trust God, but in 
the end He brings good and blessing from 
even the very worst experience.” 

There was a black car driving across the 
field over which they had just come. “Who 
can it be?” asked Bob. “No one ever drives 
in our field.” 

The car approached and a young man got 
out. He said he had been fishing and was 
trying to get back to town, but both roads 
were now blocked; one by the fallen trees 
and the other by fire. “I saw several houses 
burning,” he said. 

Mother showed him a way through the 
fence, so that he could take his car through 
the Thompsons’ field, and when he found 
where the three wanted to go, he offered to 
drive them all the way. That got rid of the 
threat of Lucifer, the bull, and as they jogged 
over the hollows and rocks and _ fallen 
sticks, they managed to escape anything that 
fell from the moaning trees. 

At length the telephone call was made. 
Meanwhile, the repairmen had cleared the 
river road so that there was at least a one- 
way passage through. Just as Mother was 
ready to leave for home, some neighbors 
came along and gave the three a ride. 

The wind died down little by little, but 
the fire came forever closer. As Mother pre- 
pared the evening meal, she kept one eye 
on the kitchen range and the other on the 
mountain range. When would that fire die 
out? 

As they sat down to supper and said grace, 
Betty smiled at Mother, for the message on 
the half dollar flashed through her mind 
again. “In God we trust,’ she whispered 
softly. 

Then, all in a moment, the smoky, bois- 
terous world hushed to eerie silence. What 
was the matter? Mother walked to the 
window, and then she knew. The peach 
trees were not flapping their leaves or bob- 
bing their branches any more. They were at 
rest. The wind had made its last puff. Soon 
a light little breeze began to blow in the 
opposite direction. The air cooled, and the 
fire crept sulkily away to die where there 
were no houses to hurt or destroy. 

Later, as the three of them sat on the 
porch waiting for Daddy to come home, 
Betty said, “I am very glad we were in such 
danger today. If we had not had that experi- 
ence, I would probably never have realized 
how much meaning there is in the message 
on the half dollar.” 
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Not Healed 
From page 3 


Better yet! He was coming to Grahams- 
town, twenty miles away. If only Xasi 
could get to him! 

But twenty miles is a long way for a 
cripple. “I know what I will do,” his mother 
said. “I will carry you, Xasi, all the way to 
Grahamstown, and we will let Sequa heal 


ou. 
# So along the dusty, wagon-traveled road 
annah walked with little Xasi on her back. 
Of course, Mother was terribly weary when 
at last they came in sight of Grahamstown. 
Would Sequa still be there? 

Then they saw a large crowd milling 
around, and when they asked what the 
excitement was, loud voices shouted back 
that Sequa, the healer, had come to town 
and everyone had gathered to watch him. 
The man was inside his tent, someone said, 
and they would have to wait. 

Sannah’s arms ached from carrying Xasi 
so far, and her back was sore too. But they 
would wait! 

And they waited—and waited, but no 
one told them to move forward. 

At long last someone came out of the 
tent—and told them to go back home. 
Sequa had refused to see them. 

It was too disappointing to be believed at 
first. Mother thought it was a joke, but then 
she saw that the messenger was serious. She 
pleaded and begged, but the man just told 
them to go on home. Sequa would not do 
anything for them. 

Her spirits crushed, Sannah picked up 
her little boy again and started the weary 
way back. Twenty miles, and Xasi was not 
healed. Not healed! Sequa was a liar! 

I do not know what happened to Xasi 
after that. No doubt he was a cripple for the 
rest of his life. 

How much better it would have been if 
there had been a Christian missionary doc- 
tor for him to go to, instead of the heathen 


qua. But there are so few missionary 


doctors, and so many crippled boys—and 
girls—like Xasi, that it is impossible for 
the missionaries to treat them all. 

Won't you, today, promise Jesus that you 
will use your life in helping others, and 
in telling them about the day when Christ 
will come and the “lame man [shall] leap 
as an hart, and the tongue of the dumb sing,” 
when “the ransomed of the Lord shall re- 
turn, and come to Zion with songs and ever- 
lasting joy upon their heads: they shall ob- 
tain joy and gladness, and sorrow and 
sighing shall flee away.” 

There will be disappointments so long as 
we live on this earth, but there will be no 
disappointments in heaven. 








ANSWERS TO: “OOPS, THERE’S SOMETHING 
WRONG HERE!” 


Look at the picture in the middle of this JUNIOR 
GUIDE and find everything wrong you can. Then check 
your list against this list. Ten is good. Fourteen, very 
good. Sixteen, excellent. If you get No. 17, you ought 
to make biology your lifework! 

‘ = (upper left) would not be found in a woodpecker 

ole. 

Squirrel is eating a square nut. 

. Flicker on the stub has a duck’s bill. 

. Ribbon snake has a rattlesnake’s tail. 

. Deer has the tail of a mule deer and antlers of a 
whitetail. 

. Marsh hawk has webbed duck feet. 

Bear’s tail is too long. 

Broadleaf tree behind the bear has fir cones on it. 
Blue jay has lost its crest. 

Branch the jay is sitting on has oak leaves and maple 
seeds. 

Rings have disappeared from the raccoon’s tail. 
Redwing should not sit on the side of a tree like a 
woodpecker. 

Turtle has cloven hoofs instead of claws. 

. Solomon’s seal (lower right) has asters growing out 
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of it. 
. Dandelion (center foreground) has evening primrose 
blossom on it. ; 
. Fleabane nearby has lily type of leaves. 
. Mushroom is a boletus, and should not have a basal 
cup. 


ANSWER TO “REPORTS OF FAITH’ QUIZ 
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VII—THE BAPTIST’'S DEATH—DANGER AT NAZARETH & 


—A LEPER CLEANSED 


(August 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


READ THE LESSON TEXTS: Matthew 14:3- 
16; Luke 4:16-30; Mark 1:40-45. 

LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “And in the 
morning, rising up a great while before day, he 
went out, and departed into a solitary place, and 
there prayed” (Mark 1:35). 

READ THE GUIDING THOUGHT. 


Guiding Thought 


In the stories we are going to study this week 
a number of widely different people pass before 
our notice. First we see John the Baptist linger- 
ing in the dungeon, sending disciples to make 
sure whether Jesus was indeed the One of whom 
he had always preached. We see Jesus’ own 
home folks in their synagogue, first listening with 
amazement and admiration to the One they had 
known so well, then, as His words pricked their 
consciences, turning in anger against Him. We 
see a leper coming with hope in his heart and 
pleading in his eyes and gestures, begging that 
the One who had cast out evil spirits and 
brought men back from the jaws of death would 
cleanse him of his incurable disease. We see his 
joy as Christ’s words and touch bring health to 
him. We see the priests and elders made angry 
by this further demonstration of Christ's power. 
And we shall see that Jesus could give just what 
each one needed most, if only he would accept it. 


SUNDAY 


John the Baptist Inquires About Jesus 


1. Find Matthew 14:3-5. What happened to 
John the Baptist while Jesus was beginning His 
work of ministering to the people? 

NOTE.—Herod had at one time been deeply 
interested in the message of the gospel, but he 
had not fully opened his heart to it. Influenced 
by his wife Herodias, he had put John into prison. 

2. Find Matthew 11:2-5. As the days went by 
and no release came for the prisoner, he and his 
disciples became discouraged. With what ques- 
tions did John send his disciples to Jesus? How 
did the Saviour answer them? 


3. Read verses 10, 11. What tribute did Jesus 
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pay the one who had so faithfully prepared the 
way for Him? 


NOTE.—“It was not given to John to call 
down fire from heaven, or to raise the dead, as 
Elijah did, nor to wield Moses’ rod of power in 
the name of God. He was sent to herald the 
Saviour’s advent, and to call upon the people to 
prepare for His coming. So faithfully did he 
fulfill his mission, that as the people recalled 
what he had taught them of Jesus, they could 
say, ‘All things that John spake of this Man were 
true.’ Such witness to Christ every disciple of the 
Master is called upon to bear.”—The Desire of 
Ages, pp. 219, 220. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p. 214; p. 216, pars. 2-7; p. 217. 


MONDAY 
John the Baptist’s Death 


4. Find Matthew 14:6, 7. At the birthday party 
of King Herod, what foolish promise did he 
make to his stepdaughter? 


5. Read verse 8. Instructed by her mother, 
what did she ask of the king as a special gift? 


6. Read verses 9-11. When the king realized 
the folly of his oath, how did he feel? Did he 
carry out his promise? 


NOTE.—“Though no miraculous deliverance 
was granted John, he was not forsaken. He had 
always the companionship of heavenly angels, 
who opened to him the prophecies concerning 
Christ, and the precious promises of Scripture. 
These were his stay, as they were to be the stay 
of God’s people through the coming ages. To 
John the Baptist, as to those that came after him, 
was given the assurance, ‘Lo, I am with you a 
the days, even unto the end.’”—The Desire 
Ages, p. 224. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, pp. 
221-223, par. 1. 
TUESDAY 
In His Home Town 


7. Find Luke 4:16. Returning to His home 
town of Nazareth, what did Jesus do on the Sab- 
bath that had always been His custom? 








8. Read verses 17-21. Asked to read the message 
from the prophets, what did Jesus read and what 
comment did He make on this passage of Scrip- 
ture? 

9. Read verses 22-24, 28-30. How did the people 
react to His reading and His telling them that 
this prophecy was even now being fulfilled? 


NoTE.—‘“At these words the hearers were 
filled with joy. They believed that Jesus was the 
promised Saviour. Their hearts were moved upon 
by the Holy Spirit, and they responded with 
fervent amens and praises to the Lord. 

“Then they remembered how Jesus had lived 

ong them as a carpenter. Often they had seen 

im working in the shop with Joseph. Though 

in His whole life there had been only deeds of 

love and mercy, they would not believe that He 
was the Messiah. 

“By such thoughts as these they opened the 
way for Satan to control their minds. Then they 
were filled with wrath against the Saviour. They 
cried out against Him, and determined to take 
His life. 

“They hurried Him away, meaning to throw 
Him over the steep side of a hill. But holy angels 
were near to protect Him. He passed safely 
through the crowd, and was not to be found.”— 
The Story of Jesus, p. 56. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
pp. 236, 237; 240, pars. 1-3. 
WEDNESDAY 
Capernaum Receives Jesus 
10. Find Matthew 4:13-16. To what friendly 


city did Jesus go after His own home town had 
rejected Him? 


Z 
YZ 
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NoTE.—In Matthew 9:1 Capernaum is re- 
ferred to as “his own city.” It became His head- 
quarters, and there He did many great works. It 
was well situated to be the center of His work, 
for through Capernaum went many of the main 
highways. People from many lands _ passed 
through the city. They heard of the great 
Teacher and Miracle Worker, and took back to 
their homelands accounts of His work. 

11. Find Mark 1:35. What habit of Jesus gives 
us the secret of His mighty power? 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p. 362, pars. 3, 4 


THURSDAY 


Jesus Helps a Leper 
12. Find Mark 1:40. While Jesus was in Galilee 
what sad case came to Him and how did this 
man show his faith in Jesus the Great Physician? 
13. Read verses 41, 42. What did Jesus’ pity 
for this man lead Him to do for him? 


14. Read verses 43-45. What warning did Jesus 
give him? Did he do as Jesus told him? 


NOTE.—Jesus had told the healed man to 
keep quiet about the miracle and to present him- 
self to the priests immediately and take an offer- 
ing according to the law, but the man did not 
heed the Great Physician. Everywhere he went 
he told the joyful news of his cure. This did much 
to turn the priests and elders against Jesus. It also 
served to bring so many sick people to Him that 
for a while He had to cease His labors. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, pp. 
262, 263. 


FRIDAY 


FIND Psalms 34:7 and Psalms 91:11. How 
did these promises come true for Jesus at Naza- 
reth? 


Do you think these verses came true for John 
the Baptist? 
What did Jesus have to give to 
John the Baptist? 
the people of Nazareth? 
the leper? 
WHO in this lesson 
were angry and indignant? 
was revengeful? __. 
was remorseful? ___.. 
A a 
was resigned to God’s will? 
Choose your answers from these: the healed 


leper, Herod, Herodias, John the Baptist, the 
people of Nazareth. 


What two habits of Jesus are mentioned in 
this week’s lesson? 


Are they your habits, too? 


Jesus touched the leper and said, “Be thou clean,” 
and at once he was cured of his terrible disease. 
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See What 
PATHFINDERS 
Are Doing! 


These pictures show some of the many 
interesting things Illinois Pathfinders are 
doing. Notice the bee exhibit, the butterfly 
collections, and the little printing press dis- 
played at a recent Pathfinder fair. 

At the fair also there were knot-tying 
and compass-setting contests and a tum- 
bling team. 


The Best Club trophy was awarded the 
Italian Crusader Club, of Chicago, which 
entered the float of the little crusader 
mounted on a horse. 


PICTURES BY C. R. FRENCH. F. B. PHILLIPS, REPORTER. BEES FROM 
CARTHAGE, BUTTERFLIES FROM RAYMOND, PRINTING PRESS FROM 
CHICAGO WEST SIDE. 
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